
While Mrs. Lucinda stared in amaze While a big herd of cattle, being"
driven from the ranch to market, was
passing through the Snohomish val-
ley, Washington.an immense deer, th
largest ever seen in those part's,'
bounded out of the woods and joined
the drove. Partly because of the dif-
ficulty of cutting out the animal from
tho middlo of tho herd, where it quick-
ly worked its way, and partly through
curiosity as to what it would do, tho
cowboys did not molest it. The deer
remained quietly walking with tho-her-

for eight hours, and finally en-
tered into a corral with tho cattle at
Snohomish, where it was captured..

P vW'Q

fur X don't 'low to do a lick o' work
myself."

"Mirandy," grumbled her mother,
from the kitchen. "What on airth are
you a doiu' there so long? Coma along
out here an' seo what Enoch's brung
you from tho store. It's in a big square
envellop, tin' my ban's. is in the dough,
so't I kain't open it"

Miranda hurried out to the kitchen,
twisting p her last friz as sha went

"It must bo a voluntine," she cried,
snatching up tho envelope.

And tearing it open, she jerked out
tho old maid, of course.

"Why why, it's a nasty olo comic
one, an' I jest know Pmcil Quisen-
berry sent it to mo, spiteful olo thing.
She's a olo maid herself, an' I 'low to
tell her so, first chance I git," and
Miranda flung the obnoxious valentine
into the fire and flounced out of the
room in a huff.

"Wher'sMirandy?"demandcd Enoch,
shuffling into the house, after putting
up his horse in tho stable.

"I dun know," said Mrs. Sprigs,
smiling. "She jest bounced off
som'crs, mad as a wet hen, about that
cro voluntine you fotched her."

"Was it a ugly one?" grinned Enoch.
"Whcr's it at? "

"Sho slung it in the fire, an' burnt it
up. Yes, 'twas ugly as git out She
thinks Priscil Quitenberry sent it"

"Priscil didn't send it then," de-

clared Enoch, "fur I was
back by the stove, in the postoCls, an
I see Felix Cheeseboro put it in the en-

vellop hisself. An then he backed it,
an' poked it in the box and rid off.

"An Si Sturdy tuck it out o' the box
an' sez to me: 'Here's somethin fur
your folks, now,' he tcz, an' 1 put it in
my pocket and fotched it home."

"Wal! that is cur'us," said Mrs.
Sprigs, cutting out her biscuits with a
tin yeast-powde- r box. "I wouldn't
hev thought he'd send Mirandy a picter
of an old maid."

"Olo maid?" cried Enoch, staring.
"Did it hev red hair an' a long pcakid
noso?"

"Yes, it did. The reddest hair an'
peakidest noso I ever see."

"Wal," cried Enoch, delighted. "It's
the very one I sent to Priscil Quisen-
berry, sure enough. But it beats me
to know how Felix Cheeseboro got

of it Mcbbe she give it to him,
though, to send to Mirandy," he added.

Miranda's frizzes were as crisp as
her heart could desire, and her eyes
shone with anticipated triumph as she
repaired by herself to the "meeting"
on the following night Fcr sho had
refused to accept Enoch's version of
the valentine and persisted in believ-
ing that Priscilla sent it

But the expected triumph was not
realized; for to her vexation Mr.

Friscilly Quisenberry; an' I recollect
she called her an old maid.

"Old maitU indeed! Priscilly's the
best lookm girl on Huckleberry Creek,
old or young; an' worth a dozen like
Mirandy Sprigs, besides.

"Well, if she thinks it's such a joke
to send me a picture of an old maid,
I'll just send it back to her, to let her

ment, and Farmer Quisenberry warmed
his hands complacently over thi
kitchen stovo.

"Who'd a' thought," he said, "that
a darter o' mine would ever do so
well as that? Why, thar ain't a gal
'round here, rich or poor, but what
would a' felt sot up to git Felix Cheese-
boro. They'd a snapped at him."

And Mrs. Lucinda stared in greater
amazement than ever; for it seemed
Priscilla was not cut out for an old
maid after all People's Journal.

"SI2INQ UP" THE GUESTS.
Why m Hotel Clerk's Desk Always Com

mand a View of the Entrance.
"Did j'ou ever think why every hotel

office faces tho entrance?" queried a
veteran clerk for the reception of
guests, addressing a writer for tho
Washington News. "Well, it isn't
mere accident, I can assure you, but
the main idea of the arrangement is
to givo ample opportunity for tho
cleric to study the people who como
into the houso. Every stranger is an
understudy, and to make just one mis-
take in "sizing" him up might mean
serious trouble. There is the man who
should not be trusted for a room if ho
is without ' a trunk. Then there is
another who can stand double
rates for the best rooms and
is sure to want a bath, whili
another will never wish to bother with
such lavatory nonsense as can only bo
found In a tub. There is the man who
wants the cheapest room in tho house
and is willing to put up with annoy
ance to get it. Another has a literary
genius and will burn gas with an open
hand and you want to get him in a
room with but one jet All these peculi-
arities the clerk is supposed to divine,
and in order to do it 'by siht' ho
wants to get a view of tho guest from
the time he enters tho door till he
reaches tho counter, for you can tell
character by a man's swing or appear
ance a little way off that could not so
well be detected when he is within a
foot of you. 'Takes brains to bo behind
a desk?' Well, I just tell you you have
it now. It does take brains and not
alone a djamond shirt pin, as some un-
sophisticated people think."

Earnings of Provisionals.
In any consideration of the earnings

of actors it should be borne in mind
that in tho amusement profession the
personal expenses of its followers bear
a larger proportion to their incomes
than in any other. The following es
timates of the average annual earnings
of prominent players are the result of
careful inquiry, and are believed to bo
reasonably accurate: Francis Wilson,
C70.000; Uo Wolf Hopper, $(55,000; E. S.
Willard, $15,000; Rose Coghlan and ho
brother Charles, when playing jointly!
tr.0,000 each; Julia Marlowe, 547,000;
Nat Godwin, $30,000; William II.
Crane, $50,000 (he made over a million
out of "The Senator"); Stuart Robson,
$30,000; Joseph, Jefferson (who never
plays more than twenty weeks in
a year), $55,00w; the Kendals, $35,000;
E. H. Sothcrn, $30,000; Modjcska, last
year, $23,0(0; but she has played to
$70,000; Wilson Barrett last American
tour of twenty-fiv-e weeks, $30,000; Ro-si-

Yokes, $3t).000; James O'Neill,
$10,000; Robert Downing, $0,000; Little
Corinne, $20,000; Henry Irving, on his
present American engagement, will
net SI 00,000.

What Theatricals Cost.
A half million dollars a day, or ono

hundred and fifty-si- x mil ions of dol-
lars per annum, is the approximate ex-
penditure of the people of the United
States upon theatrical entertainments.
There are upward of 1,000 strictly
professional companies traveling over
tho country for forty weeks in every
year. Leaving out the people perma-
nently employed at theaters, it is esti-
mated that 15.0C0 actors and actresses
are "on the road" during the season.
Counting in managers, staff and local
employes, and unemployed "floaters,
at least 00,000 persons are engaged,
directly or indirectly, in the theatrical
business.

l'allnre of Five-Matt- Vessels.

In explanation of the changes to bo
made in the rigging of the Louis', at
San Francisco, and possibly that of
other vessels of her type, her captain
and others interested state that tho

d Echooner is practically use-
less so far as sailing qualities aro con-
cerned. Tho 's sails can
not be set to draw well, and under the
most favorable circumstances 6ho can-
not sail over four knots with tho
breeze astern. Sea captains claim that
the days of the d schooners
aro numbered.

Very Much la Karnest
Aunty Why, what aro you doing?
Little Johnny Only prayin'.
"Prating?"
"Ye? ta. I'm prayin' that I'll be

good boy this afternoon."
"That's noble."
"Ycs'm. Mamma sa id if I was a good

boy this afternoon, she'd bring mo
somo candy."

Now, What Was It?
Auntie Was that play you saw a

tragedy or a comedy?
Little Niece Wat's that mean,

auntie?
"Did you cry?"
"No'm."
"Did yon laugh?"
"No'm."
"What did you do?"
"Went to sleep."

A New York writer bewails the fact
that the poolrooms have opened again
for business in Gotham and that over
twenty are now running "wide open.
Nearly a score have been doing busi-
ness rather ouietly but publicly for
several montl f .

John Lawlor, the hand
ball player of Ireland, was married re-

cently in Brooklyn to Miss Alic
Brown of Dublin,

Keep Fnlvatlon Oil In t.hfl gymnasium. Is
Is a sovereign romedj for cut, Hinting
bruises and sprains, to which acrobats ami
atbU-t- are liable at all time, ltlstu?greatjbt cure on carta for pain. Z3 eta.

TJovenso U viler than the wrong which
beKcU It.

Numerous unsolicited testimonial da!)-- )
receive I lv lis proprietors clearly demon-
strate the fact that the reputation or Dr.
hull s oiiuh hyrun the infallible euro for

11 atfocilon- of the throat and Chosfc. lint
suffered no diminution lu the last quarter
of a century.

Only tho lazy love rest when not tired.
The rich may buy reputation, but net

character.

liev. O. II. rower

Appeared on my lip. Disagreeable eruptions
came on my neck. After taking 4 bottles I
Hood's Sarsaparllla, all the traces of disease
Lave disappeared and the medicine has firm
me renewed vigor and strength. I am now aW

most 73 years of ape, and work like a tiger.
And I know that Hood's Sarsaparilla has ba4
much to do with my vltror nnd strength. 1

recommended it to my wife, who has suffes-e- d

so much with vbeumat'o troubles, a
also with female weakness. In two yours-

Sarsa-- .
O parilla

he bas u?ed about 8 bottles of Hood's 8nraa
parllla, and to day, and for the last 0 month
she teems like a new being. Kb v. O. U. Tow-x- n,

2024 Hanover Street, Chicago, Illinois. "

Hood's Tills cure all liver Ills, bHiousncu, jaws-- t
Wv, IndlgPftllon, lick headache. 23 cents.

SWAEiF-ftUO- T GORED

INTENSE PAIN IN THE KIDNEYS
AND BACK.

Urinary Disorder Instantly Relieved.

Mom'vla, N. T. Sept 7. 1S03L

Dr. Kilmer & Co., lliughamton, N. Y.
Gentlemen;- - Last wlator I was taken with

severo iahi3 through
mo In tho region of
my kidney; tho
pains wcro po scveroT
could hardly enduroit:
my face and
US red ft3 blood; the
ATcat flood lu fereat

drops all over me; I
was as cold n lew
and was in tcrriblo

tH .VK ff. ttCYNCL VS. pain wiitle void
ing urine. I purchnscd ono botllo of Dr.
Kilmer's Swamp-Hoo- t. abo ono bottlo ol
his U St O Anointment. They

Gave me immediate relief.
I heated the Anointment In with a flat-Iro- n

In four days tirno the pains had all disappear-
ed. I think Swainp-Koo- t one of tho .reat-e- et

medicines ever offered to sufferlnjr
Any ono wishing to write mo may

do so and I will gladly answer.
You rs truly, Frank B. Reynolds.

At DrncslMs, 50 rent and $1.00 Slzo
IaTttlidii' Oulde to neallh" frea.

Br. Kilmer Si Co., - llinghamton, N. Y.

Ely's Cream Balm
QUICKLY CUKES

GOLD lil HEAD

I Vrieo 6Q nt.
TtHlm Intoeaeh r.oft ril.Mi M Varrea SUUK.Y.

W. I DOUGLAS 63 Enm
""lI'I"!'"" cusiom worK, rontinjj from

rrrnUe uV $4 t" best value tor th money
Uluun,ri in the world. Nume and nriri

' vrr"r stamped on the bottom LvcryJ
.1 iir warranica, l kc i.j lumtiaera. lute. See local pnners for full

description ol" our completsj
lines lor ladies nnd jm.

ucmcn or nenti lor if

Vtjf IdttS- ---, Riving in.
fcua-LA- sttuS: SLi how too

derbvrnail. Postage free. You can gctthebcSlt
bargains of dealers who push our shoes.

WALTER BAKER & G07

COCOA and

CHOCOLATE

Highest Awards- -

(&4edil sod Diploma)

World's Columbian
Exposition.

On the following articles,

I MA BREAKFAST

namely!

C0C01.

luiirRmi n i i ninrnim?
tirrnwiv civrr rnfirti ivJ

irit M
'.it 1 r. ' i

SV1 f.' i' IffiMt M'TTI'BVVV,Va fclULO,
For pnrlty f matortal."

"ncellrni fl:Tor." mid "unif-
orm even euuposlUuii.

OLD DY CROCERSEVERYWHERS.
WALTER BAKER & CO., DORCHESTER, KAS1

0.
Cvaaaaaptlve and peopla

11 who bar wtak luce s or Asth-
ma, sb on 14 ass I'lso's Cors fvr
Consumption. It hss eat--

thDiU. It hss nos Injur
1 K on. Hlr tat iotakf.
I It I lbs best ranch syrup.
I Bold svarTwhera. SS

r rr

HER VALENTINE.

T WAS ST. VAL- -

entine's day, 'and
the oldQuiscuberry
farm houso was in"PS apple-pi- e order,
from attic to cellar.

The pine-woo- d

floor in the kitchen
was white- - as 6oap
and water could
make it; the pots
and pans fairly

shone from the tcruLbinjj they had re-

ceived; and the window-pane- s blinked
and blazed like sheets of polished sil-

ver.
"I'm triad it's done," sighed Miss

Priscilla Quisenberry, rolling down
her sleeves, and gazing at her work
with an air of satisfaction.

"Lot mo ce," she added. "I've
nconred and churned; baked bread and
made cake, and fried culls and boiled
a ham. I'll have a chanco to rest a
spell, now, before it's time to get sup-
per."

'Tris-cil-la,- " called her sister-in-la-

in a shrill voice, from the sitting-room- .
"Priycilla! Coma an' seo what Dob
Jones hez fotched you."

"What do you reckon 'tis?" she quer-
ied, as rriscilla obeyed the summons.
"A voluntine? It's too big for a let-
ter."

"It it does look like a valentine,"
assented Priscilla, turning the square,
embossed envelope over and over, with
a puzzled air.

"Why don't you open at, an' see
what 'tis?" cried her sister-in-la-

tartly. "An' not stan' there, a color-i- n

up till your cheeks are as red a5 tho
tossels on tho front winder-curtains.- "

Priscilla had reasons of her own for
not opening the valentine in a hurry,
She thought she recognized the hand
writing on the envelope. It was that
which sent the red blood into her
cheeks; for she thought she felt sure

it was Mr. Cheeseboro's handwrit
ing, and oh, how she wished she could
6lip away to her own room and open
the precious treasure by herself.

Hut that was out of the question,
with thoso sharp eyes staring at her;
and with trembling fingers, and her
heart beating a tattoo in her bosom,
she carefully slit open one end of the
envelope, and drew out a comio val-
entine. A horrid caricature of an old
maid, with peaked nose and chin, high
check-bone- s and very, very red hair.

"An ole maid! Wal, wal," uttered
the sister-in-la- Lucinda. "I 'lowed
tvould be a nice one, from tho looks.

Who d'ye reckon sent it, Priscilla?"
"1 don't know."
lly a great effort, Priscilla kept back

tho tears of mortification and disap
pointment that were almost trembling
in her eyes.

"Looks some like Felix Cheeseboro's
handwritc, don't it?" said Lucinda,
peering at the envelop. "Though I
don't reckon he'd trouble hisself to
send you a valentine, pritty or ugly
They say he took Mirandy Springs
home from singin'-schoo- l, the other
night." '

Priscilla wowld have given a
if she had possessed one,

only to ret away from Lucinda's
prying eyes and keen tongue, and from
all the other eyes in the world, and
have one good cry by herself. Hut
there was the supper to get and chores
to do, the comfort of her father and
brother Reuben to look after; for
Lucinda, Reuben's wife, chose-t- con
ider herself an invalid, and shirked

ber share of the household duties.
But at last, after what seemed likoa

lifetime to Priscilla, the supper dishes
svere washed, her father and brother
had seen and criticised tho valentine;
for, of course. Lucinda had given oil
Ahe particulars of it; at last the old

see I know where it come from."
And when Mr. Cheeseboro mounted

his sorrel mare, to make the projected
call at the Quisenberry farmhouse, the
valentine was carefully deposited in
his overcoat pocket.

It went no further than the village
postoflice, however, where Felix pro-
cured a square envelope, inclosed tho
old maid's "picter," and posted the
missive, addressed to "Miss Mirandy
Sprigs."

It was late in the aft?rnoon, and
Priscilla was in the kitchen, getting
supper. A snapping fire roared and
crackod in the d cooking
stove, on which she placed a skillet of
fresh pork, to fry. Taking a bcndful
of dried saga she rnbbedittoapowder,
and sifted it slowly over the meat,
which was already beginning to give
out a most appetizing odor.

Priscilla's heart was still sore from
the shock sho had received; but with
tho pride of her sex, she hid tho
wound from other eycs,and went about
her household duties as usual.

Going to tho cellar, she brought a
pan of rosy cheeked apples from the
bin, and was paring them for sauce,
when slip-sho- d footsteps sounded in
the hall, and Lucinda opened tho
kitchen door and looked in.

Where's your pa, Priscilly?" she
asked. "Felix Cheeseboro is in the
setWn'-roo- and wants to see him."

Priscilla looked startled.
"Mr. Cheeseboro? I I don't know.

What does he want?"
"Do you reckon I asked him what he

wanted? You needn't to color up bo
'tain't you he wants to see. It's your
pa, I told you," and Lucinda shu filed
away.

"Priscilly hain't no idee where he is,
Felix," she reported. ' Nor me either.
But you mout's well stay to supper.
Uo'H be sure to como in then."

Felix did not think he could stay to
supper; but he . waited awhile, in
hopes of seeing Priscilla. His wait-
ing proved to be in vain, however,
and he finally took his departure,
promising to call again.

"Reekon Priscilly was too bu6y to
come ' in," ho thought consolingly, as
he rode off on his sorrel mare. "It's
too bad she has the whole house to
tend to; but she shan't have it to do
long, if I can help it," he added, with
a look of decision in his gray eyes.

"I wonder if he got the valentine,"
thought Priscilla, as she finished par-
ing and quartering the apples. "If he
did he will see that I know who sent
it to me."

On the same afternoon, Mirandy
Sprigs was doing up her frizzes in bits
of tin, which' she kept for the purpose,
being, as she thought, more ellicacious
than curl-paper- s.

"I want 'em to friz right nice for to-
morrow night," she commented, twist-
ing one of the tins till it nearly brought
tears to her eyes. "Mebbo Mr.Cheeso-bor- o

'11 ask me to go the mectin' with
him. If he don't, I'll go alone, an'
most likely he'll fetch me home, like
he did from singia'-scho- last week.

"Iye got. ahead o' Priscilly Quisen-
berry, anyhow," she added, with a look
of triumph in her black eyes, "and
I'm to keep it She'll be mad
as hops to find I've cut her out

"Wait till I git t bo mistress o'
Felix Cheeseboro's big house, though.
Won't I show the folks? I'll turn up
my nose at tucm stuck-u- p Quisenber-
ry s, too.

"An' that sasy Lindy '11 hey to step
around mighty lively, I kin tell her;

Cheeseboro walked up to Priscilla
of ter services were over end deliber
ately requested the pleasure of accoin
panying her home. Which request
was granted rather coldly.

"Did you get any valentines, Miss
Priscilly?" asked Felix, after sonic mo
ments of silence.

"One," she returned, shortly.
"Why, that's odd; I got two."
Mr. Cheeseboro was quite elated at

such a remarkable coincidence; but
Priscilla was not so much turnrised as
he had expected her to be.

"What sort of a one was yours?" he
inouired. confidentially. "Pretty or
ugly? Of course 'twas a pretty one,
though," he added, venturing a very
faint pressure of the hand which rested
on his arm.

"Of course it wasn't a pretty one,
retorted Priscilla, severely. "It was
the one you sent me, Mr. Cheeseboro.

"I? Tho one I sent you?" stam
mered Felix, greatly amazed.

For the first time, Priscilla began to
doubt whelher he really had sent it,
after alL

"You don't mean to say you didn't
send it?" she queried, anxiously.

"Indeed I did not," returned her
escort, earnestly. "I never sent one
to anybody, only the one I got, and I
sent that back to Mirandy Sprigs; fur
I thought she had sent it to me."

Then the mystery was out, and Pris-
cilla's heart was light as a puff-ba- ll

when she parted with Mr. Cheeseboro
at her door.

Mrs. Lucinda Quisenberry was sit
ting by tho kitchen fire, limp and slip
shod as usual, the next afternoon,
when Priscilla came in from milking
the cows. She set down a two-gallo- n

bucket," brimming with the foamy
fluid, and brought out the shining
milk-pan- s from the pantry.

"Mr. Cheeseboro's in the settin'
room with your pa," volunteered Lu
cinda, limply knitting away at a yarn
sock, as she sat over the Are.

.Tho sea-she- ll pink in Priscilla's
cheeks deepened to a poppy red, as
usual, under her sister-in-law- 's sharp
eyes.

"Wal, I declare," snapped the queru-
lous woman, crossly. "Your cheeks
are as red as clover-bob- s.

don't reckon it's you Mr. Cheesboro's
after. 1 heerd 'em 'bout the
red heifer; reckon he wants to trade
fur her.

'Tain't likely a poor girl like you
is to git sich afore-hande- d man
as Felix.

"Why, the Cheesebero farm's wuth a
hundred dollars an acre, every foot of
it An' there's forty acres in medder- -

grass alone.
"The girl that gits the owner o that

farm '11 be a lucky one, I tell you.
"An', any way, I reckon you're cut

out fur an old maid, Priscilly."
.Priscilly strained away the milk in

the bright tin pans without deigning
a reply to her sister-in-law- 's tirade.

"Hello," cried Farmer Quisenberry,
coming out of tho kitchen in his
home-spu- n coat and blue "ducklsg"
overalls. "What d'yo reckon Felix
wants, Priscilly?"

Trisoilla hesitated, blushing deeper
than ever.

"(lo 'long in, Priscilly," he said. "I
reckon you know what he wants, and
you know best whether he kin hev it,
or not"
CAnd rriscila smoothed down her

red-brow- n tresses, and went slyly in,
to meet her lover.

clock had ticked away the hours till
bedtime, and Priscilla was alone.

But Indignation had taken the place
of grief by this time, and sho crept
under the home-spu- n blankets and the

coverlet with dry eyes.
"If he does consider me an old maid,

she thought, "it was a cruel way of
telling me so. Besides, he's older than
I am; and if my hair is red, it isn't
a fiery red, like that"

Nov, Miss Priscilla's hair was not a
fiery red by any means. It was a clear
chestnut-brown- , with only a tinge of
sunlit gold shining in its wavy depths.

And, if sho was an old maid, as some
had said though twenty-fiv- e is not so
very old, to be sure she was a very
attractive one, with deep dimples in-

denting her cheeks and a complexion
fresh as a pink-lippe- d sea-shel- l.

It was the day after St Valentine's
day and Felix Cheese boro was holding
communion with himself after a
fashion he frequently had.

"I don't know," he muttered, as he
finished his dinner and rose from the
table with a thoughtful frown, "I
don't know but what I've had encour-
agement enough from Priscilly Quisen-
berry to ah, that is, I b'lievo she'd
have me, if I'd ask her outright.

"Sho isn't a bit for'ard, like Mirandy
Sprigs; but her eyes drop down kind o'
shy like, an' her cheeks get as red as
crab apple blows, sometimes when I
meet her, all of a sudden. An' she's a
mighty good housekeeper, too. That
wife o' Rube's ain't wuth a shuck
'round a house. I could see that, last
time wo thrashed fur the old man.
Priscilly has the heft of it all. She
shouldn't work an' dredge so, if she
was my wife. She coul I see to things
like, an' tell Aunt Lindy what to do.

"I don't know but I'll call 'round
there this cvenin. I can let on I want
Reuben, or the old man 'tisn't likely
they'll bo in yet, from the new clear-in- '.

An' mebbo I'll git a chance to
talk to Priscilly alone. If I do hello!
what's this Aunt Lindy?"

"Dunno," tittered Lindy. "S'peo
it's a voluntine. Sam jus now brung it
from do pos'offls." And with a show
of ivories that a young elephant might
have envied, Aunt Lindy retired to
her kitchen to make her own com-
ments on the subject.

Mr. Checscboro did not bestow much
attention on tho outsido of the envel-
ope, at first not being a connoisseur
in regard to chirography but opened
it at once, with some natural curiosity.
Aunt Lindy's supposition proved a cor
rect one. it was a valentine, ana a
comio one, at that.

"Well, I"
Mr. Cheeseboro stopped short. His

countenance betrayed an unusual
degreo of astonishment, together with
somo amusement.

"Somebody has mistook me fur an
old maid," he muttered. "Fur this
hero ain't no thin' but an old maid,
with red hair, an' a most audacious
sharp nose.

"Now, who in thunder was smart
enough to send it. I wonder?"

lie turped ths envelope over and
over; but the stiff, crabbed handwrit-
ing, evidently disguised, gave no clw
to tho sender.

"I wonder now," ho pondered,
thoughtfully, "if 'twasrr't Mirandy
Pprio-- that sent it? 1 11 bet a cheeso
cake it was her.

"Yes, now I come to think of it, she
was me, a spell back, about


